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dwarf and minimus are as current as goddess, nymph divine
and dear, precious, celestial. The lovers themselves know what
a frail and fleeting thing true love has been:

if ever there were sympathy in choice,
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it,
Making it momentary as a sound,
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream;
Brief as the lightning in the collied night,
That, in a spleen, umolds both Heaven and earth,
And, e'er a man hath power to say "Behold,"
The jaws of darkness do devour it up:
So quick bright things come to confusion.

There is litde to choose between Demetrius and Lysander;
Demetrius is at first suspect of disloyal escapades, but Ly-
sander's metal is not without good sound dross. Hermia and
Helena are much more distinct. They are Shakespeare's first
real flappers, straight from a lady's seminary. Helena has sat at
her sampler like the prim young maiden of die Pre-Raphaelites,
weaving her first love into silken dreams, and endeavouring
to restrain her more mettlesome companion from stealing out
of the window to try kisses on the mouth. But school-days are
over when the pky begins, though assuredly not very far
behind. Helena is pale and tall, the traditional emblem of
forlorn maiden love, a sweet lady, sweetly doting upon
inconstant man. All she asks is to be allowed to fawn and fol-
low her lover as his spaniel. But she is just woman enough to
begin to realise that life under such terms is scarcely worth it:

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne?

The "sphery eyne" look backward to the tapestried sar
and their hallowed archaisms. But the tradition is makini
for phrases, modes, and ideals more applicable to the r
and situations of the moment.  Helena herself has ha *
ofit: